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Unexpected 


Author's Notes: 
Intoxicated handjob.. sure ok What're friends for? [shrugs] 


l'm a bit meh w/ Shagrath but | won't lie; | lowkey ship him and Nergal together. 


The entire day was one of fulfilling events for Nergal. This was his first time in Norway, especially during the 
summer, and he had just hung out with guys from the infamous black metal scene, a genre Nergal himself 
came to love and decided to join. Being from Poland made it harder for him to come in contact with these 
troublesome men, but one stuck out among the rest, and he was called Shagrath. 

Shagrath was the leader of a band called Dimmu Borgir, and the first black metaller Nergal came in contact 
with. He was only a year older, with long black hair (like the rest of the group) and dark eyes. Compared to the 
dark mass he was with, Nergal stuck out with his long blonde hair and captivating green eyes. And Shagrath 
had been eyeing him all night. 


"We'll catch up later!" the Norwegian called to his friends, holding Nergal up with one of his arms. The younger 
man was currently drunk off his ass and couldn't walk well so Shagrath, also very drunk, opted that they stay 
at a hostel for the night. Luckily Nergal was capable of coherent speech and agreed. 


"You're not as much of a lightweight as | took you for," Shagrath laughed, looking down at his friend. A smile 
rose on Nergal's face. 

"I can handle lots of shit," he replied. "I could handle you too, if we fought or somethin." 

"I wouldn't fight you. You're too skinny." Shagrath looked around for a sign of a hostel. "Hmm. We may be 
walking a little while longer." 

“Alright” A hiccup raked through Nergal's body and he stumbled a bit, almost taking Shagrath to the ground 
with him. The two laughed and continued on. 


Eventually they found a hostel and boarded in a room with a fair sized bed, nightstand and lamp. The windows 
had blinds on them but no curtains, and small picture frames with random images hung on the walls. 

Nergal flopped onto the bed, groaning as he did so. 

"| feel like shit," he whined, cursing at himself in Polish, "Tomorrow's hangover will be unbearable." 

"I know a few ways to make you feel better." Shagrath said quietly, throwing his jacket on the floor. Nergal 
turned to face him. 

"What do you mean?" 

Shagrath climbed on to the bed and helped Nergal sit up, resting the younger man against the headboard. 
"ve been watching you all night, Adam," he said, voice low and dangerously close to his ear, "and you stood 
out. | like that about you." 

"Thanks." Nergal's voice trailed off. "Stian, whatre you doing?" 

Shagrath's right hand moved up Nergal's leg, resting on his thigh. 

"Forgive me for this, but. | was thinking of an interesting way to make you feel better.” 

Nergal's eyes met Shagrath's and the Norwegian man smiled. Their lips were very close to touching. 

"You know what l'm thinking, don't you?" 

"You're drunk," Nergal replied 

"So are you. We'll forget this in the morning.” 

Shagrath inched closer and pressed his lips against Nergal's. His hands moved up into the younger man's hair 
and pulled him in for another kiss, this time longer and much more heated than the last. 

"Do you want to keep going?" Shagrath asked. 

Nergal was still in a daze from being kissed by his new friend, but nodded his head slowly. "Yeah." 

Shagrath pulled him in and they kissed again, with the older man slowly easing his tongue into Nergal's mouth. 
He groaned into it and grabbed Shagrath's waist, pulling him in closer. 


One of Shagrath's hands moved down to Nergal's hips, gliding across his skin until he got to his crotch. He 
expertly got the belt on the man's jeans undone and unzipped the fly, shoving his hand inside. Nergal flinched 
and tightened his grip on Shagrath while he felt his jeans being pulled down followed by his boxers. 

Without a word Shagrath wrapped his hand around Nergal's cock and began to pump slowly, drawing out gasps 
and moans whenever his thumb toyed with the head. 

"Fuck," Adam buried his face against Shagrath's neck, biting his lip. "Stian, why're you-" 

| want to get you harder than you've ever been," the Norwegian whispered, gently biting Nergal's earlobe. "I 
want to hear more of those moans too." 

Nergal gasped again and let his head fall back, closing his eyes. Shagrath's strokes were slow and deliberate, 
occasionally speeding up to get Nergal on the verge of losing it, then slowing down again. It made him whimper. 


"Your voice is so cute," Shagrath mused and kissed him, biting his lip as he pulled away. "| want to hear more." 


He slowly eased his middle finger and ring finger into Nergal's mouth and it caught the Polish man by surprise. 
"Suck them for me. I'm gonna do something." 

Nergal nodded and got them as wet as he could, opening his mouth so Shagrath could withdraw them. Then he 
felt another swift tug on his jeans and they came off, thrown onto the floor. Shagrath pushed one of Nergal's 
legs up and pressed his middle finger against the entrance of the man's ass, slowly easing it in. Nergal threw 
his arm over his mouth and gripped the covers of the bed tightly. This was a completely foreign experience to 
him and he wasn't sure how to react, but he trusted the other man with what he was doing. 

“Almost in," Shagrath said, kissing Nergal's forehead. "There. Now the other." 

"What?" 

His ring finger slowly followed inside, making Nergal's back arch at the second breach. His eyes stung from the 
sharp pain he felt and he pulled on the covers. 

“Alright, they're both in" Shagrath kissed Nergal's neck and bit at the spot until it left a red mark on his skin 
"You okay?" 

"Y-yes, | think," Nergal replied. His voice was shaky, as were his legs, and he was still hard. "Now what?" 
Shagrath smiled and used his other hand to stroke Nergal again, then moving the fingers inside of him in and 


out slowly. 


This definitely was a new feeling. The pain in his ass suddenly morphed into something tolerable, his cock was 
no longer neglected and Shagrath was kissing him all the while. Nergal moaned into the kiss everytime the 
Norwegian's fingers brushed a certain spot within him. He felt a slow heat rise in the pit of his stomach. 
"Stian.." 

"Yes?" 

"Could you.. go a little faster?" 

Their eyes met again and Shagrath complied, increasing his strokes and how often he expertly hit that new 
spot inside him. Nergal wrapped his arms around the older man and began to pant, bucking his hips. 

"God, yes, don't stop," he muttered quietly, his face turning flush. Shagrath pressed him up against the 
headboard and his fingers hit deeper and deeper inside of him, playing with the slit of Nergal's cock again as it 
began to leak more and more. 

"Oh fuck, Shagrath, l'm gonna cum," Nergal moaned into Stain's neck and his grip around the older man 
tightened. 

"Go ahead," he replied, his voice husky, "I want to see the look on your face when you do." 


Shagrath kept his eyes on Nergal and he watched the man cry out as he climaxed, releasing everything into 


Shagrath's shirt and his hand. 


Nergal's head was resting against Shagrath's neck and they were laying down on the bed, lamp turned off with 
the only light coming from the moon outside. Nergal was asleep, and Shagrath would have been too, if he didn't 
realize how painfully hard he was. 


Maybe when Nergal woke up he'd ask him for some assistance. 


